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matter of malice, but merely of temperamental incapacity to
grasp the fact that times have changed ; and that every
non-Indian remains on Indian soil on sufferance. That is
something their minds simply will not and cannot grasp.
In acute cases, this affliction can lead to some distinctly
funny ends. There was the conversation I overheard at
the Bombay Yacht Club, of a lady of uncertain years and
even more uncertain temper.
It was apparent from her remarks that she claimed the
protection of the United Kingdom Government, though
neither her appearance nor accent was conspicuously
Anglo-Saxon. She was inveighing vigorously against
everything the new India had done, was doing, and planned
to do. Each feeble protest by her male companion brought
a fresh outburst, culminating in a rousing attack on the
British Government for allowing such things to happen.
Her friend objected that, even if the Indian Government
was all she had called it, the government in Whitehall
could hardly be blamed for the misdeeds of Delhi.
The curiously unBritish Briton went redder in the face
than ever. " Blarne them ! Of course I blame them.
Who else is there to blame when they threw away all our
rights here in return for nothing at all. And as for their
precious independence, it wouldn't take very long to make
them see sense if our people were prepared to do something
about it."
" But what do you suggest that London should do ? "
queried her companion.
This continued resistance to superior wisdom, and
unreasonable demands for practical suggestions, had the
worst of effects upon the indignant lady. She inflated like
a pouter pigeon. " Do ? " she exploded. " There must be
thousands of things they could do if they wanted to. What
about all the sterling balances ? If they froze them, or
whatever it is they do, that would soon bring them to their
senses."